




I will performe it to infranchife yoii, 

Mcanetitoe this deepe dii'grace in brotherhood, 

T oucheswne deeper then you can imagine. 

Cla, 1 know it pleafeth neither of vs well. 

gio. Well, your imprifonment (hall not be long. 

I will deliueryoujor lieforyou, 

Meanetimehaue patience. 

Cla. 1 muft perforce, farewell. Exttfla. 

Glo. Go tread the path, that thou fhaltnerereturnc, ' 

Simple plame Clarence, I do loue thee fo. 

That 1 will ihortly fend thy foule to hcauen, 
if heauen wilt take the prefent at our hands.- 
But who comes heerc,the new dcliucred Haftingsl 
Enter Lord Hafiingt. 

Haft. Good time of day vqromy gracious Lord. 

Glo, As much vnto toy good Lord Chamberlaine; 

W ell areyou welcome to this open airc, 

How hath your Lordfhip brookt imprisonment? 

Haft, With patience(noble Lord)as prifoners mufti 
ButI fhallliuemyLord togiue them thanks. 

That w ere the caufeof my imprifonment. 

Glo, N o doubt, no doubt, and fo ihidYClarence too, 

For they that were your enemies, are his. 

And haue preuaild as much on him as you. 

Haft. More pittiethat the Eagle (hould be mewed, 
White Kites and Buzzards prey at libertie. 

Glo. W hat newes abroad^ 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad, as this at home: 

The King is flekly,weake and melancholy, 

And hisPhifitions fearehim mightily. 

Glo. No w by St. Paul this neewes is bad indeed, 

Oh he hath kept an euill dietlong. 

And ouermuch confirmed his Royall perfon, 

T is very grieuous to be thought vpon, 

What,is he in his bed? 

Haft. He is. 

Glo . Go you beforc,and I will follow you. Exit Haft, 

HecannotliueIhope,andmuft not die 
Till George be packt with poll horfe vp to heauen, 

He in to vrge his hatred more to Florence, With 


ot Richard the Third, 

With Ives well fteeld with weightie arguments, 

And if I Me not in my deepe intent, 

VVh'ch Se, GodTake King Edward to his mercy, 

What though 1 kild her husband and her father. 

The readieft way to make the wench amends. 

Is to become her husband and h er fathers 
The which will I,not all fo much for loue, 

As for another fecretclofe intent, , 

By marrying her which I muft reach vnto. 

Eat yet I run before my horfe to Market. 

Clarence ft ill breathes, ftillliues and raignes, 

When they arc gone, then muft 1 count my games. x* . 

Enter Lady Armeymth the hearfe of Harry the 6, 

Lady Anne. Set downe,fet downe your honorable Lord, 
If honor may be fhrowded in a hearfe, 

Whileft I a while obfequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall of vertuous Laneafter . 

Poore key-cold figure of a holy King, 

Pale aihes of the houfe of Laneafter , 

Thou bloodies remnant of that royall blood, 
Beitlawfullthat 1 inuocatethy Ghoft, 

To heare the lamentations of poore <s4me. 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughtered fonne, 

Stabd by the felfefame hands that made thefe holes : 

Loe,in thofc windowes that let forth thy life, 

I poure the helpelclTe blame of my poore eyes. 

Curft be the hand that made the fatall holes, 

Cur ft be the heart, that had the heartto do it. 

More direfull hap betide that hated wretch, • 

That makes vs wretched by the death of thee : 

Then I can wifh to Adders, Spiders, T oads, 

Or any creepingvenomde thing that liues. 

If euer he haucchild, abortiue be it, 

Prodigious and vntimely brought to light.- 
Whofe vgly and vnnaturall afpeft 
May fright thc hopefuU mother at the view. 


